Themft lamentable Tragedy 
J Hi. Now by Saint Peters Church, and ‘Peter too. 
He fhall not make me there a joy full Bride, 

T 'wonder at this bafte, that I muft wed ? 

Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe s 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and when I doe, I fweare 
It (hall be %omeo, whom you know I hate. 

Rather than Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him fo your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands* 

Enter Capulet Nurfe. 
fop. When the Sun fets,the aire doth drifle dew; 
But for the Sun-fet of my brothers Tonne, 

It raines downe right. . 

How now, a Conduit Girle ? what ftill in teares]? 
Evermore ftiowring ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeitft a Barke, a Sea, a winde : 

For ftill thy eves, which! may call the fea. 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares ■; the Bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this filt flood ; the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares, and they with them, 
Without a fiidden calme will over-fet 
Thytempeft tofled body. How now wife? . 

Have you delivered to her our decree 

La . I fir, but fhe will none ,'fhe gives you thankeso 
3 would the foole were married to her grave. 

fop. Soft, take me with you, take me with you wife. 
How ? will fhe none ? doth fhe not fhe give us thanks? 
Js fhe not proud? doth flie not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as fhe is) that we have wrought 
So worrhy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

3 hL Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have.* 
Proud can I never be of what I hate. 

But thankfull even for hate that's meant in love. 

Cap. How now ? how now. ? chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

And yet not proud .• Miftris minion, you, 

Tfc^jke me no thankings , nor proud me no prouds; 



But fettle your fine joints 'gainft Thurfday next. 

To goe with ‘Paris to Saint Peters Church, 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you ereene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. - 
La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 
y*/.Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to Ipeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurlday, 

Or never after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 

But now I fee this one is onetdomiich. 

And that we have a eurfe in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

Afar. God in heaven blefle her. 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome ? hold your tongue, 

Good Prudence fmatter with your goffips,goe. 

Nnrfe. I fpeakeno treafon. 

Fa. OGodigeden. 

JVxrf ?. May not one Ipeake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Utter your gravitie o're a Goffips bowle, 

For here we need it not. 
wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods breadjt makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke,play, 

A lone, in company, -ftill my care hath bin 
To have her matcht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demeanes, youthfull, and nobly alli’d, 

Stuft (as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion'd as ones thought would wiflh a man ; 

And then to have a wretched poling foole, 
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